The TrageiteoJ 

Bui. Harry of Herford,Lancafter,andDarbie 

Am I, who read i c here do ftand in Armes, 

To prooue by Gods grace,md my bodies valour 
In I ills, on Thomat Mowbray Duke of Norfolkc, 

That he is a traitour fouleand dangerous. 

To God of heauen,Ki;igRichard,and to me: 

And as I truely fight,defend me hcauen. 

Mar. On paine of death no perfon be fo bold 
Or daring, hardie,as to touch the lifts. 

Except the Martjall and fuch officers 
Appoyntcd to direift thefe faire defigne*. 
c Bul. Lord Martial!,letinc kilTc my (oucraignes hand. 
And bow my knee before his Maicftie, 

For Mowbray and my felfe arc like two men. 

That vow a long and wcaric pilgrimage. 

Then let vs take a ceremonious Icaue, 

And louing farewell of our fcuerall friends. 

Mar. Theappellant in all dutie greetes yourihighncfle. 
And craues to kifle your hand and take his leaue. 

King. W ec will deicend and fold him in our arroes, 
Coofin of Herford,as thy caufc is right. 

So be thy fortune in this royall fight: 

Farewel my bloud, which ifto day thou (head. 

Lament we may, but not re uengc the dead. 
t BhI. O let no noble eye prophane a teare 
For mc,if 1 begorde with Mowbrayes fpearc: 

As confident as is the falcons flight 
Againft abird,do I with Mowbray fight. 

My louing Lord I take my leaue of you: 

Of you (my noble coofin) LordAumatle, 

Not ficke although I haue to doo with deaths ! 

But luftie,yong,and cheerely drawing breath, 

Loe,as at Englifti fcafts fo I regreet 

The daintieift laft.to make the end moftfwecte. 

Oh thou the earthly Authour of my blood, 

Whofe youthfull fpirit in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me vp» 

To reach at Vittorie aboue my head. 




Adde proofs vnto mine armour with thy prayers. 

And with thy blefsings fteelc my launccs poynfr 
That it may enter Mowbraies waxen coate, 

And furbilh new the name oflohn a Gaunt, 

Euen in the luftic hauiour of his fonne. 

(jaunt. God in thy good caufe make thee profperou* 
Be fwift like lightning in the execution, 

And let thy blowcs doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on the caske 
Of thy aduerfepernitious cnemie, 

Rowfe vp thy youthful bloud, be valiant and liue. 

"BuL Mine innocence and Saint George to thriue. 
Mow. Howcuer God or fortune caft my Iotte, 
There lines or dies true to King Richards throne, 

A loyal, iuft, and vpright Gentleman: 

Neucrdid captiue with a freer heart 
Caft offhis chaines of bondage, and embrace. 

His golden vncontroledenfrauchifcment, 

Morethenmy dauncing foulc doth celebrate. 

This fcaft of battle with mine aduer/arie, 

Moft mightie Lcige.and my companion Peeres, 

Take from my mouth the wifh of happie ycares. 

As gentle and as iocund as to ieft 
Go I to fight,tmeth hath a quiet breft. 

King. Farewel (my Lordjfecurcly I efpie, 

V ertue with valour couched in thine eye. 

Order the triall Martiall,and beginne. 

Mart. Harry of Herford,Lancafter,and Darby, 

Rcceiue thy launce,aud God defend thy right. 

Bui. Strong asa tower in hope Icry, Amen. 

Mart. Go beare this lance to Thomas D. of Norfolk 
Herald. Harry ofHerford.Lancafter and Darby 
otands heere, for God, his foueraigne,and himfelfe. 

On paine tobe found falfe and reefeanr, 
io prooue the Duke ofNorfolke Thomas Mowbray, 
traitour to his God, his king, and him. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight. 
titraj. Here ftandeth Thomas Mowbray D.of Norfolk 
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